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"% A Besutiful Catholic Story Written

§ you would be able to jurdge aimost as
§ well as myself who would please me,
§ 50X wish you had spoken to her be-
3 fore I came. L
¥ great disappointmeat to me if I lost

for Beatrice will be only too happy|
i to accept the
: time to get ready now.’’

| ing train, and we are to eail ho first
§ of next week.”’

{ be ready to start on an hour’s notice,
| Going to Europé with Mrs. Mayb
§ was all she thought of.

; forgetting that she was to be a hired
¥ companion, it almost seemed thai she
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CHAPTER XXVI.
I left the choice to you as I knew

It would really be a

her now.”’
I have no fear of that, mother,

: ﬁon.' ?
“‘I hope so, but she will have little

*“When do you expect to go?’’
“I maust leave here by the morn-

When Beatrice learmed the plans
that had been made for her she was
highly elated, and felt that ehe could

The effects
of her early truining returned, and

was going as an equal. Then the
reality of the present and the duty of
the next few days came back to her,
and she thought of dister Cecilia do-
ing double work while she herself was
enjoying the pleasure which should
have been Magdelene’s. The thought
made her sad and her face showed it.

‘‘What is it, Beatrice? Surely you|T

will not disappoint mother,”’ eaid
Bister Cecilia, ‘*‘when ber mind is
really set on taking you with her?’’

“I was not thinking of that. In-
deed,Sister,I cannot find words tg ex-

85 m titade for your mother’'s
pkx"lzdneg;, g:: I was thinking of you.”

‘‘Of me, what were you thinking of
me?’’

*“Your mother says I must go to-
morrow and just think of the work
we have to do before the close of
school.”’

‘I know, Beatrice, there is a great
deal to be done, but you should not
think of that now.”

“It would be very unkind of me
not to think of it when you have
worked so hard all throngh the year.’’

It will be all over ina fow days
and then I can rest.”

¢Yes, Sister,I know it will,but onr
work is increasing toward the close
of school, and there will be far more
than you can begin to attend to,so it
would not be nght to leave you.’’

“‘Not even when I wish it for my
own dear mother’s sake as well as
your own?”’ )

««Oh, Sister, it is 80 hard to decide.
I appreciate your mother’s kind ofter
more than I can tell you, and if it were
only a little later and school were
closed I would not hesitate.’’

“No need of your hesitating ms it
is. There are others to take up the
work you will leave. As for myselt
I appreciate your labors during
the past year, I can easily finish the
year without you,so you mustnot dis-
sppoint dear mother whose mind is
set on taking you with her.’’

**But what will Sister Supexior say?
you know she hired me for the year
and I feel it my duty to remain nntil
my time is up.”

‘I have spoken to her about it,and
like myself she is willing; yes, and
glad that you have been offered such
» splendid chance.”’

‘“You seem to be in favor of my
leaving you,*’ said Beatrice, smiling,
g0 I will go, but I will not forget
your many kindnesses to me.”’

““You are right, Beatrice, and I
promise you that in my mother you
will find a true mother.”’

‘I am glad of thatfor I have learn-
ed the sad lesson that it is hard for a
girl who has been brought upina
good home to be thrown on the world
smong strangers. I did not have
reason to feel it while I have been
among you, but last year I felt it keen-
ly.”’ “Poor girl!’ thought Bister Ce~
eilin, ‘-she has suffered for Christ bat
I trwst it is over now,for since mother
has learned her story and taken to her
I have little fear for hex future.’

Sister Cecelia was right, for it was
nét long ere Mrs. Mayburn became
fally sware that the young lady she
kad hired was in many ways her
equal,and she felt obliged to treat her
a8 am own daughter rather than as a
menial. In her fixst letter to her
daughter sent from Paris, she spoke
of Beatrice in the kindest terms which
told how dear she already wanto her.

‘I is such & pleagure,’’ she wrote,
*40 have such a @mpanion, one wh

the beauties of the Old World can
fullr appreciate them, and even ex-
n

understand. She seems so familiar
with many of the placesthat I thought
she must have visited them before, but
she assured me that ber knowledge
came only from study and from what

travels. Everything goes to prove
that her mother wug; lady of mfltnm
and refinement who brou
daughters well according to her own
light, but it is really sad to think of
bor disuwning 0 noble hearted a girl
aimply because she insisted upon fol-
lowing the dictates of her own con-
science.’’ -

Much more was written in praise
of Beatrice, and on various other
topics, and then closed with the in
formation that they were to leave
Paris the following day to go %0
Eugene, who, ere this letter had reach-
ed his sister would bave the title M.
D. affixed to his name.

In two weeks another letter came
which was filled with a full account
of the brother's last daysin college
and with it came a photograph of the

yburg | young physican, who, from an over-

grown boy had developed into hand.
eomeé man ginoe he left home. He was
traveling now with his parents, and
they would have enjoyed having him
with them immensely had it not been
for the fact that he had insisted upon
bringing his booke with him and he
spent too much time in study., In
every city they visited his ohief in-
terest seemed to be visiting hoapitals,
and he cared little for the company
of young people, ladies egpesially.
he only one to whom he gave any
attention whatever was Beatrice, in
whom he took quite a brotherly in-
terest, treating her like one of them-
selves, fully ignoring the fact that she
was hired, and Mrs. Mayburn was
pleased with this, for she would not
wish it otherwise. That her son felt
anything deeper than a mere friendly
regard for the girl never once entered
her mind,

As weeks lengthened into months
and letter after letter came to Sister
Cedilia from abroad, each containing
some kind word from Beatrice, she
became more happy in the belief that
one bright plan of hers had succeeded.
Knowing how much Beatrice had
sacrificed, and remembering at the
same time her own beautiful home
which seemed so empty, sko had hoped
and prayed that in some way it might
be brought about that (he girl might
sometime find & shelter there; and be-
fore receiving the letter in which her
mother had asked for a companio,
she bad resolved to introduce Beat-
rice to heron her first visit,and appeal
to her charity in her behalf. -

Two years passed,and the Mayburns
were still abroad, but they were now
expected home before long. With
the exception of a few weeks occas-
ionallyspent with his parents, Eugene
had been in & Paris hospital most of
the time, but his time there -wounld
soon be up, then he was coming home
to practice his prosession in his native
city. Toward theclose of a most con-
fidential letter written to his sister the
young doctor_had informed her that
Beatrice had l;:romiued to marry him
shortly after her return and his par.
ents were well pleased with his choice,
For the present the engagement was
to be kept secret, but it would be
announced as soon as they reached
Philadelphia.

“‘Glod bless the boy,’’8ister Cecilia
said when she read it. ““He has chosen
well and I know they cannot help be-
ing very happy together. Mother too,
will have a true and kind daughter
after her own heart.’’

CHAPTER XXVII.

Rome at last, and this time to eay
farewell to the Holy City with its
many grand churches, tombs or mar-
tyrs and other monument of Christian
antiquity before returning to their
native land. One of the ambitious
dreams of Beatrice life from early
childhood had been to visit Rome, first
from a strong desire to see the home
of her ideal, Beatrice @enci, but Ister
with the dawn oflight of the true faith
that ideal had uslly faded aws
and she had learned to see the boid
character in her real deformity. Love
for her had given place of disgua,
and nearly two years ago she had
stood with the spirit of » trwe Catho-
lic on the holy ground where many a
Christian maiden had stood before,
and thanked @od for the light which
had made her. in trath, 8 sister to
them. 8he had gone with Eugene to
visit the gallerys of which her mother
had told her, and in them had recog-
nized many & familiar painting, but
memories eatsed & sickening senmiion
to come‘over her, and she was glad

is edwented sud who, waderstanding

to etonpe from shem to the hely soliv
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many things I myself could not |

her mother had told her of her own | &

ght dp her|his

Y | of Pather Len'on,and naturally Bes-

Bhoes,

tude of a church where the pictures|
were of a more elevating chamcter,

It was the month of May and
several months had been spent in
London, but the travelers did not
wish to leave the Old World without
a farewell visit to the City of Martyrs.
Eugene was the most interested, for
© was about to witness, at the Jesuit
Chapel, the ordination of a dear friend
whose acquaintance he bad made on

is way.acroes from America, Dur
ing the voyage the two had become
fast friends, and although wid
separated while perparing to fill their
different vocationa for life, that friend-
ship bad never been forgotten, The
young ecolesiastic had been upable to
leave college to attend Eugene’s gra-
duation, but his heart had been with
him,and he bad sent him & long and
aflectionate letter with his regrets,
The letter Beatrice had been privileg-
ed to read for Mra. Mayburn, but as
it was signed simply ‘‘George,*’ and
as through mere carelessness no other
name was ever mentioned in her pre-
sence,she never suspected who George
was. She had been told, that, like
berself, he had once enjoyed wealth

Christ’s sake because he had dared
to adopt & religion different from his

ents, Unlike herself in one thing
is had been & lower form of religiop
and ke had arisen, firsi, to episcopal-
ianism, where he had spent several
years asa minister, then failing to find
the true consolation he hoped for, he
bad finally entered the Ostholio
church sud commenced studying for
the priesthoad,

The story was filled with interest
for Beatrice, and she never tired of
hearing Eugene talk of him,but there
s 8o little in a name that ahe never
thought of him ag anyone but George,
and it never occurred to her to ask
who he was.

Only a few of the nearest relatives
of the candidates for Holy Orders
were permitted to attend the ordina-
tion, but as George had nos one of his

est day of his life, tickets were eanly
seoured for the Mayburns, The chapel
was thronged long beforethe appoint-
ed hour,and as our party weres little
late, they were obliged to remain quite
a distance back, 80 they could not see
the faces of the young men distinotly,
Eugene pointed out his friend when
he entered,and for an instant Beatrice
thought she recognized him as some.
one she had known before, but under
the deep imvpression made upon her
by the holy solemnity of the ceremon
the identity was lost. It was the first
ordination she had ever witnessed :
and she was wrapt in holy contempls-
tion as she gazed upon the soene,
watching the ceremony as step by step
it progressed, until at lest it was over,
and robed in the full vestmenty of
their sacred office the young men had
left the sanctuary,

The people were now spproaching
the altar to receive the blessings ofthe
newly made priests, and Bestrice at
Eugene’s side was one of the first to
kneel. Eugene bad hoped to be the
first to receive the blessing of his
friend, but another claimed the priv.
ilege. The priest’s eyes had fallen upon
his fair companion and had met her
gaze of happy surprise; he raised his
hands in blessing over the head of
Beatrice and afterwards as he bent to
whisper & word of welcome to her,
Eugene heard her say:

*Thank you,Father Lenton,I con-
gratulate you on your sacred choice,
and wish you every happiness Heaven
can bestow.”

When they were outside Eugene
said, ‘‘Beatrioe, were you acquainted
with Father Lenton?’

‘“‘Acquainted with him, yes he was
once our own minister when I aftend-
ed the Episeopal church at home and
was 8 most intimate friend of our
family until he le®t us to become a
Qsatholic.”’

**That accounts for his giving you
the first blessing for which I felt s
little imclined to be jealons, He was
right, for you had the best right to
it!"

That afternoon cur party called on
him who now rightfully bore the title

trice was the first one for whom he
had words of greeting.
‘I hope,”’ said the priest, tarnin
to e, ‘‘that you did not fee
hurt becsuse I turmed from you to
give my first blessing to Mis Snow.
She wan ones one of the dearest mem-
bers of my flock, and I was so gladto
see her at my ordination, when I be.
lieved that my old friends had sll for.
saken me, that I eould not help it.”
(To be continued.) ‘
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Ylabout poverty in Ireland, viz: the'

form an idea) retrest for the post
lover or anyone alse for that matter,
There are mere besutiful placesin the
world-—Blarney”s post notwithstand.
ing—but they Iack theawociations of
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.On the way up to “‘that hesutiful
city called Cork' the gloxies and to-
sources of ils wonderful haven are

oro and Yhero
Yhrough §reland. [

has ity romanoe i0o Cw
bas not?” They sy’

Hake-anchanted ‘cow, 4
lof wondroms hea

the summer m
Among the dew

sloquently

awooter in the hot summer days! Now
and sgain through the car windowa
would ocome a whiff of air which kept
one—well, amell bound. A glim

of 8pike Island and its prison, with
recolleotions of its history, superadded
to the afore mentioned malodrons
breeze, did not put me perhapa in the
fittest mood to appreciate my intro-
duction %o the Queen of the Luee.
There was a time when Corkonisne

"L
’“ erick was, Dublin is, and Cork

shallbe
The finest city of the three.” ‘
and forall I know, they singit nohw
t
Inoed dame Belfust? ‘Rebel Cork’”
wae tlla faw ashort yoars ago, the
seoond oity in ail Ireland;but she—~ns
far as material pros ROM—N0W
follows in the wake l;;ﬁg!fm . She
is however *‘a beaatiful oity, "’s Osth-
olic city, and her unrivalled harhos,
coupled with the industry of her is.
habitants preclude the bility of
falling far in the rear of her northern
rival. It would be hard-to find in
Ireland a town mo demr to its citisens
as is Cork. One Corkonian with an
imagination that did him credit] even
if it were a little out of perspeotive
speaks of Athens, as “‘the Cork of
Greece.”” You should hea® an extle
from Oork refer to**Patrick 8t.”’,the
Custom Houss,’*and the'‘River Leeo’’
his heart goes ont in his voice.
There are many handsome build-
ings, churches and bridges in the city,
us looking warshouses | and
wharves. It is the center of the Irish
bacon and butter trade, as well ay
other imporiand industries. The Cork::
onians are & merry hearted lot, typical
Munster men, and, in the rain, pro-
foundly nationaliat, This last ocharso-
teristiogarned for their native oity
the sobriquet “Rebel Cork’*—one of
which they are ex; ly proud, Ay
in most of the other Irish towns to be
visited,' Cork appeared ‘to have its
share of poverty and squalor and here
is one redeeming feature however

philosophy, not to say humor, with
which it is borne by those most aftept.
ed by it. It's m queer lond of want
and sorrow which oan effectunlly sup.
press the bubbling good spirits of ¢
true Milesian. *‘Openings’’are fow in
Ireland, and for these comp:tition is
of the keenest order, thus nearly two-

generations of theirforefathers expeot
vexy few of the good thingsof this
life—and they are not disappointed.
Needless to say their poverty must
be traced to different sources to liss-
lessness, ‘‘cussedners’’or lack of abil-
ity, else™what are we to think of the
materisl success of Irishmen,once they
leave Ireland, .
I spent two days in Cork, and the
best part of another at the neighbor.
ing village of Blsrney, with its wosld
famed “‘groves’’ and‘‘Blarney-stone,*’
Like thousands of others who did not
“believe”in or if they did had no need
of an acceesion of volubility—I kissed
the famous stone,which forever afier
was to make me a prince among “do-
Iuthetrers’’ and ‘mn out-an-cuter’*to be
let alone.”” Two stones in the old
castle contend for the homor of being
the‘‘original blarney stone,’'but on)
one is “‘convayniently’’ kissable—the
aniteblock on the top of the turrel.
ﬂe other stone lower down the tower
on which is the Latin inscription;
“‘Cormac Macarthy, Fortis me fieyi,
fecit, A.D.1446’*. which a witty visitor
once liberally transiated as

‘“‘Cormac Macarthy, bould as bricks,
Made me infoumeen forty six,”
would requite, in the words of Hir

Boyle Rocls, s bird oran sexobiat 12

the summit of the tower, to kise it.”
[t would be ssfe tosay that all the
thousands of cymics who hawe visited
Blarney not one has come sway wish-
out opeuly or covertly Kiming the
magic slone. If they did “not believe
in it,” théy certainly wanted ts:
As for the groves of Blarney the

ey's ‘‘groves’ with' .
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considerably higher than-
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Grecian style with & corinthis
co some thirty Ket high, "
fine building'is the bask ‘o
but to enomerats all th
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oty one geoin & Ioreiast
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Trom  baneath ' -her. ]
shy bare lagged coll

the boresn to het
home, at the &ppros
the tatterdemation
winning Irish smile s
the jaunting'. oar in w.-pi
father's .¢‘hrogues,”. tha -pe
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Inst, in my. previo
had never notioed
was. Would any

B to Eogland aud Amerion.t

like thesparrow inasmuch mn
issacred from him. You-
in ‘tht"i“l’ggfmf, hed

not, sinos he in oredited:- wit)
the rent of the place) yor fim
nosing round ancient
sud_Round Towers;-
would enter th:ii;“;lt:*athi
during sexrvice; did: he
w%mythiné inaide in ‘th
‘worthy of hisno
a *“devil iml
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in this taux'8n will shéw. * T gn% sylog
a visit to the college of the Oblatesofi’
Mayy' Immaculstent Stillorgen’ on
the outskizts of Dublin. On my way
from the station I'had to cross & f
surrounded on the four sides'd
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bouncing pigeuiting themosk consiv
capers imaginable, Bal%xg I zeache
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